Common Assessment #2

Grade 6, Style


As the excerpt from Kamau’s Finish opens, Kamau is about to run in a school race. His mother and sister, Wanja, are in the crowd watching. Kamau is not sure whether his father will be able to come to see him run.

Adapted from Kamau's Finish
Muthoni Muchemi

I glance over at the Yellows and silently chant, “Yellow, yellow, dirty fellow,” when my eyes lock with Kip's. He points his index finger and cocks his thumb at me. I duck the imaginary bullet, but he's laughing, trading high-fives with his mates, and doesn't notice. Kip is ten, a year younger than most of my class, and usually the fastest. But twice during practice runs this term, I beat him. He spat at me and sulked off. Everyone else clapped me on the back, even Mr. Juma.


When I told Baba, he said, “Well done, son,” and “Good for you.”


Now if only Baba would get here, I'd show him how I did it. I'd prove to him that I'm not just a hopeless dreamer.


Our 800-meter race is announced over the screechy microphone. I stare desperately at the parents' side of the track as we file to the starting block. He isn't there.


“On your marks!”


I look past Daudi. No sign of Baba, only other parents jostling to get a better view of their sons at the starting line.


Mami said I was selfish to need Baba here today, but I so want to prove to him and Mami that I can be a winner. If he comes just this once, I'll never ask him again.


“Get set!”


I look down at my hands splayed on the ground and feel such a sharp tingling in my thumb that I glance up.


And there he is! My thumb never lies. There is Baba, pushing his way through the throng of parents along the track. There is no mistaking that huge shining head floating above the rest, hurrying in my direction.


Boom! The gun goes off.


I want to burst with happiness. But a blur of bodies has already bolted forward. They have a head start.


I have to concentrate on the race instead of thinking about the miracle of Baba being here. I glue my eyes on the nearest runner, a blue T-shirt. I concentrate on catching up with him. I run like Ananse the hungry hare on his way to Mr. Elephant's feast. I overtake him.


Concentration, concentration, concentration now begins. To that beat, I run faster.  A surge of warmth floods my body as I overtake him, because my eyes are locked on Kip.


He's in a cluster, but I know Kip always goes for the flashy sprint finish. I have to catch up with him now if I'm to have a chance. Concentration, concentration, concentration now begins.


Amid all the crowd noises, I think I hear Baba yell, “Run, son!”


The cluster is breaking up. Kip is racing ahead. My heart hammers in my ribs. I open my mouth wider to take in more air. I'm catching up. I'm in the dispersing cluster. I overtake one, two, three boys.


When I win this race, Mami will never scold me again. When I win this race, Wanja will swallow her snickering. Best of all, Baba will look in my eyes to congratulate me. Baba will finally see me.


Everything feels slow motion. The noise, the people, and the track float away into the great uganga-land of dreams. I hear only distant echoes. “Win, win, win!”


I'm neck and neck with Kip, matching him stride for stride. He leans in my direction as though to draw strength from me. The finish-line ribbon flutters red maybe fifty meters ahead.


I'm going to win! I'm going to win! My teammates will carry me on their shoulders, shouting, “Hero! Hero!” When I climb the winner's podium to collect my medal, I won't even punch the air or do a show-off dance. Baba will already know I'm a hero. Baba will—


An unexpected shove jolts me out of my dream and back to the moment. Then I'm wobbling, fighting for control. I fall.


Unbelievable!


I swallow the grit on my tongue and shake my head to clear the ringing in my ears. I feel confused. Not quite on this earth. My hands are grazed with white track chalk mixed with brown soil and smudges of blood. I shape them into fists and press hard to force the pain away. A blue shirt whizzes by, kicking dust in my face.


While I was in my dream, Kip must have pushed me with his elbow. Mami would be proud of a son like Kip, who knows winning is what matters.

 
Legs zoom past me in a whir of hot air and dust. I glance toward the side of the track. The crowd probably thinks Kip and I touched accidentally.


A cheer goes up and I realize Kip must have crossed the red ribbon. Kip has won my race. No. Kip has stolen my race.


I want to call to Baba that I should have won. Will he believe that Kip tripped me?


I look back and see Baba's shiny face. He is running alongside the track, gesturing wildly—up, up, up—pointing to the finish line. But how will getting up help me? I'll pretend my leg is broken. I'll give a dramatic cry for help.  I'll—


I become aware of the noise, the cheering. They're chanting my name. “KA-MA-UU! KA-MA-UU! KA-MA-UU!” They're shouting for me to finish. I feel like shouting back, “Whatever for? All I'm good for is dreaming.”


Then I notice their eyes are not on me, but on my lumbering Baba, who has crossed onto the track behind me. He is wearing a black suit and shiny lizard shoes he bought donkey years ago that usually make me cringe.


My ears buzz, but I think I hear him shout, “Run, son! Get up and run!” 


Uncertain, I scramble up and gape at Baba. Sweat streams down his face, and he holds a hand over his chest. Is he having a heart attack?


He can't be. His eyes are shining. I can see every tooth in his mouth.


Baba is beaming!


So I wipe my nose with my wrist and laugh through the tears. It sounds like I am crying. But Baba is beaming.


I keep my eyes on him and trot sheepishly alongside to the finish. So much noise, so many people crowding the finish area. Mr. Juma is probably shouting for order.


But I only have ears for Baba.

From “Kamau’s Finish” by Muthoni Muchemi, from Memories of Sun: Stories of Africa and America, edited by Jane Kurtz. Copyright © 2004 by Jane Kurtz. Used by permission of Greenwillow Books, an imprint of HarperCollins Publishers.

1. Which of the following does NOT contribute to Muchemi’s style of writing in “Kamau’s Finish”?

a.
alliteration


b.
rhyming


c.
metaphor


d.
repetition

2. Which words in lines 37-41 help create a mood of enthusiasm?

a.
slow motion, float away, dreams, distant echoes


b.
everything, noise, people, the track, my direction


c.
stride for stride, draw strength, win, win, win!


d.
track, from me, finish-line ribbon, fifty meters

3. Muchemi creates a sense of speed by

a.
using short sentences


b.
inserting African terms


c.
including realistic dialogue


d.
describing Kamau’s feelings

4. Which story detail creates a somewhat hostile mood? (unfriendly)
a.
Daudi’s distinct running style


b.
Kamau’s ongoing competition with Kip


c.
Wanja and Kamau’s words before the race


d.
Baba’s interesting shoes

5. Muchemi gives the story a caring tone by

a.
mentioning that Kamau thinks that his father could be having a heart attack


b.
describing how strong Kamau feels as he passes other runners


c.
showing Kamau’s desire for his father’s approval


d.
focusing on the shouts and chants of the crowd

6. The repetition of the word “concentration” in line 28 shows the narrator’s

a.          determination

b. 
modesty

c.
humor

d. 
kindness

7. What is the correct definition of the multiple meaning word “file” in line 10?

a. 
move in a line

b.
store in order

c.
submit something

d. 
bring about a lawsuit

8. What is the correct definition of the multiple meaning word “marks” in line 11?

a. 
spot

b. 
target

c. 
starting line

d. 
middle of stomach

9. What is the correct definition of the multiple meaning word “get” in line 12?

a. 
obtain

b.
receive

c.
be allowed

d. 
understand

Constructed Response:  Write your response on a separate piece of paper.

10. Explain why the author chose to write Kamau’s name differently in lines 61-62.  Use information from the story to support your answer.
Directions
Read the following selection. Then answer the questions that follow.

Mathematics 

from Where the Flame Trees Bloom
Alma Flor Ada
My great-grandmother Mina never went to school. She never learned to

read or write. And she never studied the multiplication tables.

When she heard me trying to memorize three times three equals nine,

three times four equals twelve, she'd say, “My sweet God, child, what are you

doing? Becoming like my Cotita?” Cotita was her green parrot, which perched on

a metal ring in her kitchen.

As she grew older and more frail, Mina spent most of her days in bed.

She had borne five daughters and a son before my great-grandfather had

abandoned her. As fate would have it, their lives turned out very differently. Two

10  children became landowners, like their father before them; two lived in extreme

poverty; while the other two were comfortable if not rich. And as each of those

six children had his or her own children, the diversity in their lives became even

greater. But they all had in common their love for the little weathered woman who

lived simply in the poor, tiny house next to ours, with her seventh child, a son

born much later to a different father.

All of her children, rich and poor, dropped by to see her often. And

because there were so many grandchildren and great-grandchildren, someone

would come by to visit every day. Seldom did they come with empty hands; and

the gifts they brought reflected the means of the giver.

20  My great-grandmother Mina greeted each one of her visitors as if he or she 

were the most important person in the world to her, which at that moment was

undoubtedly true. She shared jokes, always remembering who had told her the

joke in the first place. And she'd tell the visitor the latest news about everyone in

the family. So although the children had drifted apart, following their own paths,

she remained a constant link between them. But mainly she listened, somehow

drawing from each visitor that which was truly important to hear.

Mina received the presents that were offered her with great joy and a

mischievous smile. She was as pleased by a bunch of wildflowers or an orange as

she was by a pair of slippers, a shawl, or a set of towels. She would then point to

30  her closet. “On the second shelf,” she would say, “to the left,” with precise

instructions, as if her blind eyes could still see, “there's a can of peaches.” Or

she'd explain, “In the top drawer, to the right, there's a box of handkerchiefs.”

And in this way, the poor granddaughter who came in with a few

oranges would go home with a new pair of socks. The tired daughter who brought

a jar of homemade guava jelly would leave with a scarf or with an envelope that

would help meet the rent payment. And the rich son would receive the gift of an

orange. All were given with the greatest simplicity, and with utmost joy.

My great-grandmother Mina, who never went to school, who could not

read and never learned the multiplication tables, but who remembered the birth

40  date and the exact age of seven children, thirty-four grandchildren, seventy-five

great-grandchildren, and a few great great-grandchildren, knew a different kind

of mathematics from the heartless tables I learned by rote. She knew how to add

and subtract, how to accept and to give and to share so that the balance was

always one of love.

Reprinted with the permission of Atheneum Books for Young Readers, an imprint of Simon & Schuster Children’s Publishing Division from Where the Flame Trees Bloom by Alma Flor Ada. Text copyright © 1994 Alma Flor Ada.

11. In describing Mina’s situation in lines 7–9, Ada creates a mood of

a.
suspense


b.
sorrow


c.
bitterness


d.
anxiety

12. Which words in lines 33–37 create a mood of comfort?

a.
poor, few, tired


b.
envelope, rent, son


c.
oranges, guava, simplicity


d.
homemade, gift, joy

13. Use your knowledge of context clues to determine the correct definition of “link” in line 25.

a.
trade

b. 
part of a chain

c.
connection

d. 
encouragement
14. The phrase “heartless tables” in line 42 describes

a.
empty chart.

b.
meaningless facts.

c.
postponed discussions.

d. 
a table shaped like a heart.
Children of the Wind

from The People, Yes
Carl Sandburg
On the shores of Lake Michigan

high on a wooden pole, in a box,

two purple martins had a home

and taken away down to Martinique

5
and let loose, they flew home,

thousands of miles to be home again.

And this has lights of wonder

echo and pace and echo again.

The birds let out began flying

10
 north north-by-west north

till they were back home.

How their instruments told them

of ceiling, temperature, air pressure,

how their control-boards gave them

15
reports of fuel, ignition, speeds,

is out of the record, out.

Across spaces of sun and cloud,

in rain and fog, through air pockets,

wind with them, wind against them,

20   stopping for subsistence rations,


whirling in gust and spiral,

these people of the air,

these children of the wind,

had a sense of where to go and how,

25   how to go north north-by-west north,


till they came to one wooden pole,

till they were home again.

“Children of the Wind,” from The People, Yes by Carl Sandburg. Copyright © 1936 by Harcourt, Inc. and renewed 1964 by Carl Sandburg. This material may not be reproduced in any form or by any means without prior written permission from the publisher.  Reprinted by permission of the publisher.
15. To which sense does the imagery in lines 1–3 appeal?

a.
sound


b.
taste


c.
touch


d.
sight

16. The repetition of the word “north” in line 10 helps emphasize the

a.
enormous size of Lake Michigan


b.
great distance that the martins must travel


c.
loud echoes that the martins create


d.
general direction of the wind

17. Which word or phrase uses onomatopoeia to describe the sound of the wind?

a.
air pockets


b.
against them


c.
whirling


d.
stopping

18. The birds’ journey home was-

a.
complex


b.
predictable


c.
brief


d.
useless

19. Carl Sandburg compares the birds to a machine. Do you think this comparison is appropriate? Use information from the poem to defend your position on a separate piece of paper.
Read the following selection. Then answer the questions that follow.

The Sun and the Moon
Elaine Laron
The Sun is filled with shining light

It blazes far and wide

The Moon reflects the sunlight back

But has no light inside.

5
I think I'd rather be the Sun

That shines so bold and bright

Than be the Moon, that only glows

With someone else's light.

20. Which statement best describes the poem’s rhyme pattern?

a.
Rhyme is the same in all four lines in each stanza.


b.
The first and fourth lines in each stanza rhyme.


c.
The second and fourth lines in each stanza rhyme.


d.
Three of the four lines in each stanza have the same rhyme.

21. Which of the following phrases contains an example of alliteration?

a.
“reflections the sunlight back.”(line3)


b.
“shines so bold and bright” (line 6)


c.
“moon that only glows” (line 7)


d.
“with someone else’s light” (line 8)

22. “I think I’d rather be the Sun”  means the author wants to be 

a.
brave
b. 
reflective

c. 
intelligent

d.
independent
